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Dropped the basket with the bushel of beans
Strove stoutly to stampede the mangy mongrel all yellow and
white
But who can say whether he beat the dog, or the dog beat him?
Hsi-m£n Ch'ing laughed, "You boil-breaking, mad crea-
ture !" he said. "Have you ever seen a man drive off a dog
with his fist?"
"Well, he shouldn't have gone out without a stick. Nowa-
days, all beggars take sticks with them. That's the only way
they can deal with the dogs."
"Sir," said Hsieh Hsi-ta, "Beggar Ying is speaking for
himself. He is the beggar here."
"We shall have to punish him," Hsi-mSn Ch'ing said.
"He hasn't played the game properly. Now, friend Hsieh, it
is your turn."
"I will give you a better tongue-twister than his," Hsieh
Hsi-ta said.
On the wall there is a bit of broken brick.
Beside the wall th#re is a horse.
If the bit of broken brick falls on the horse
Will the bit of broken brick break the horse's back,
Or will the horse break the bit of broken brick?
"You sai4 mine was no good," Po-chueh said. "Do you
flatter yourself that your 'bit of broken brick* was any better?
If you ask me, your wife is that horse and I,the bit of broken
brick. I and your wife would make a fine pair. It would be
a case of a skinny donkey going round a broken millstone."
"Your wife, the old whore," said Hsieh Hsi-ta, "has only
black beans to feed the pigs with. If she offered them to a dog,
the dog would refuse them."
They joked with one another and each filled up his own cup.
It was Han Tao-kuo's turn. "Master, you are here," Han
Tao-kuo said. "How dare I go before you?"
"Don't stand on ceremony," Hsi-mfen Ch'ing told him.
"We must follow the order of the game." Han Tao-kuo said:
"The fifth cast gives the winter plums, 'Among the plums,
I meet an angel.''
Then it was Hsi-mgn's turn. "I will throw a six," he said.

